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lad lying there dead, alone in the darkened
cellar. I went back there just before we
left the place, and covered him up gently
with a sheet that was lying on the ground,
and I almost envied him, wrapped in the calm
slumber of death, which had taken all pain
and suffering away.

I had no hope that we should ever suc-
ceed in making our escape, and it seemed
almost useless even to make the attempt.
All was ready, however, by this time for
our departure, and I went out too, hoping
that the Manipuris would soon set fire to
the house, which would prevent any indigni-
ties being heaped upon the dead by their
victorious enemies.

Outside the noise was deafening. Shells
burst around us at every turn, and kept
striking the trees and knocking off great
branches. All idea of going up into the
house had to be abandoned, so I could not
get a hat or cloak or anything for the
journey before us, and had to start as I was.